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This is the story of a 
small Shire in the Fel 
Facete, Worth was it's 
name. This is the 
story of of it's 
inhabitints. A story 

of it's fate. 

Worth was 

just East of Trinsic, a 
peaceful town nestled 
into the mountins. It 
had a calming effect 

on all who entered it's 
marble arches. The 
usual problem in Fel 
(The wars) Were 

mostly avioded by the 
citizens of the town as 
it was of no stratigic 
value to any side. This 
all changed durring 

the Summer 

Offensive stagged by 
the Shadow Lords a 
generation ago. The 
mountin pass was 

opened and the town 
became a supply depot 
for the True Brits and 
the Shadow Lords ina 
fairly regular trading 
of land and blood. This 
would not have been a 
problem except for 

the town close 
proximity to the 
Fighting. A full 

twenty years had a 
Darwinian effect on 


the populance. We 
became stronger, 
meaner. We survived. 
Eventually the 
residents of the 

town decided to enter 
the debate over our 
fate. We formed a core 
of warriors, 
killers.We presented a 
strong argument 
involving bribery and 
assassination. We 
would have no masters 
but death. First the 
T.B then the S.L 
Factions decided we 
were not worth the 
blood spillage to get. 
Several of new 
commanders were 

sent to the area to 
"Resolve" us but our 
policy of torturing 
members of the C.O's 
staff before 

returning them 

always helped them to 
see the error of their 
ways.The town had 

been founded on the 
laws of peace and 
staybility. It seams as 
though gold has a way 
of changing things. 
Long had the towns 
Elders been doubtful 
as to the succes of our 
Gurellia war against 
all intruders, but most 
maintained that it had 
to be done. Presently a 
coallition of 
buisnessmen, 

"Leaders" of the town 
and other assorted 
scum eventually 
decided it was time 
for us to “Take the 


offensive” as it was 
put. The True Brits 
were well prepaired 
and caught us ina 
double pincer 
manuaver. Those they 
didn't slay outright 
they took prisoner. 
There the "True 
Nobles” the 

"Defenders of 
Brittania” had us at 
thier mercy.After a 
week in solitary 
without sleep and only 
my own urine to 
drinkthey begain 
taking us out in the 
units assined to us. I 
spent days grinding 

my teeth to shards to 
stop from screaming 
and ensuring the 

death of another one 
of my men. I prayed 
for them to kill me, 
however terrible, 
anything to escape the 
looks of pain on the 
faces of the men and 
boys who I had grown 
up with. The choice of 
who was to die next, 
the choice of death to 
Qive..... Death being to 
good they released me, 
beaten, broken, into 
the mountins outside 
town. More dead then 
alive, I knawed at my 
wrists in a attempt to 
end the pain. As the 
blood ran down my 
throat I was filled 
with a new energy, a 
new passion that I had 
never felt before. 

For all my kills, my 
murders in the heat 


of battle or the drip of 
a poison I had never 
know Hatred. It took 
me a full year to 
recover. Pressently I 
assemble a force of 
Mercinarys and I 
returned. Calm, 
peacful with a bright 
True British ag in 
the town square. The 
mothers and dauhters 
of the fallen whoring 
themselves out to the 
soilders. The sons, 
the brothers of the 
mayrters tourtured to 
death in front of me 
wearing the purple 
coat of the Crown...... 
They are all dead.... 
Blood Makes The 

Grass Grow. 


